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to marry an Indo-Jamaican, what it would mean to take her back to Sri Lanka to his family? In any event, Samiel never returned home. Was the late marriage itself a sign of defeat, disappointment, the end and not the beginning of the promise of the journey? Going back to Sri Lanka seemed no longer an option.
1 Certainly it appears that Iris and Samiel were not very happy together. Indeed, she eventually left him, taking my mother with her-to what appears to have been a hard, joyless, precarious life. My mother scarcely spoke about Iris or about her own childhood and adolescence;
she shared few anecdotes that might have offered my siblings and me a window onto her past. And when she did speak of the past, it was invariably with a great deal of anger and bitterness. There was too much unpleasantness. This contrasted sharply with my father, John, who spoke a lot about his childhood, all the towns he'd lived in, and whose mother, Bridget, at least I knew.
The hegemony of the Afro-creole in the Jamaican national story meant that being a "halfcoolie," as I was often designated (at school, on the football field, in teenage social circles), was at best an ambiguous status. Even in being a young Rastafarian-a "coolie dread"-there was clearly something unearned in the identity, and not only because I was obviously middle class.
The founding narrative of slavery gave "blackness" a potential positive value not only in the scale of authenticity but in terms of a sense of entitlement on the basis of that original wrong. Unlike in Guyana and Trinidad, perhaps, the Indian in Jamaica had a social presence of sorts but no culturalpolitical claim. Nothing in the way of recognition was owed for the fact of indenture: it shaped, in other words, no national wound; it had incurred no moral debt in the anticolonial imaginary. And thus the national discourse had prepared no language of justifiable resentment, no cultural idiom for the expression of personal bitterness. Not surprisingly, therefore, even in my mother's angers there was only a disturbing muteness, a frustrating silence-but nothing that could disclose to me as a child the story of who she was. I came to be haunted by my mother's obscure past, her reticence about it.
I don't know exactly how it happened, but at a certain point in graduate school in the 1980s London: Palgrave, 1986 ). In it she recounts the fascinating story of her father studying in Trinidad, and there meeting and falling in love with a woman of "Indian" descent. The family in Sri Lanka, not knowing what an Indian in Trinidad was, consulted the Encyclopedia Britannica, which offered that an Indian in Trinidad was an Arawak Indian. Taken aback they forbid him to bring the young woman home. Of course, he did. It is not clear that my grandfather lived in Jamaica as "Ceylonese." I assume he was assimilated into the Indo-Jamaican population. My mother died in July 1986, just months before I was to leave for Sri Lanka. It was a very painful experience. It seemed to me unnatural, an injustice. She knew that I was going to Sri Lanka, and as she lay dying she said she was sorry she would never be able to visit me there. But in truth she was always with me in Sri Lanka; I dreamed of her almost continuously for many months. I saw her face everywhere around me. I visited Angulugaha, and my grandfather's relations, and saw the house he had sent money to build. I announced myself as his grandson. I am not sure the family was very pleased to see me. I never went back.
In 1993, I returned to Sri Lanka to spend a year as a fellow at the International Centre for Ethnic Studies in Colombo, then under the leadership of its unforgettable founder, Neelan Tiruchelvam.
My friends Malathi de Alwis and Pradeep Jeganathan were also fellows there at the time. Neelan, who would be assassinated in July 1999, apparently by the Liberation Tigers of Tamil Ealam, was a visionary without equal. Thoughtful, unassuming, always juggling a thousand things, he maintained a devotion to the rationalities of constitutional law that never blinded him to the demands of reasons of state. My hope was to write a book on the making of the modern colonial state in Ceylon. But in But it is always necessary to remind people-and indeed, more important to remind ourselves-that the Caribbean is constituted by several disaporas, not least the one drawn from South Asia.
In some measure, perhaps, the Small Axe Project is forever catching up. I acknowledge that it will never be identical to the demands of the field of Caribbean studies with which we are concerned. Certainly, we seem chronically unable to get ahead of ourselves. But quite apart from our real, inexcusable shortcomings, this may simply be the way of journal work-never on time, always a little belated, seeking from the rear to define and redefine the intellectual and artistic arenas that claim our attention. My hope, though, is that the special section "Art after Indenture" in this issue of Small Axe is but the first foray in a direction that will come to occupy a larger share in our concerns.
I am very grateful to Andil for his patience, his guidance, and his support. 
